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& He has read it, and conceives it bas merit: be therefore would wish to 
© have a personal cenversation with the Author, which may turn out to 
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But Mr. DaLy's resignation of the Theatre, and the insurrec- 
tion that followed, prevented its being brought out; however, 
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WHAT NEWS NOW? 


ACT. I. SCENE I. 
Nancy and Peggy. 


Peggy. Biss me! Mails Nancy, what makes _—_ 
papa and mamma quarrel ſo often? 

Nancy. Becauſe they're married. 

Peggy. Did they never love ? 


Na ancy. I don't know—Love, is a diſtemper "Tl 
which ſome people ſoon recover. 


Peggy. I'm ſure I've never been happy fince my Pat 
liſted for a ſoldier. 

Nancy. Oh, fie! Peggy, the King himſelf is a ſoldier 
—Dukes, Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen are loldters, 


and think it no diſgrace to bear arms in defence of their 
King and Country, 


Peggy. Indeed, as you ſay, every body i is a loldier , 


now-a-days. 


SONG. 
Tho' some admire green $hady trees, 
When berries bloom on mountains high, 
I ne'er cou'd bear the Summer br ee, 
And here Intel the reason why : 
Then tents are itch'd, and gir:s bewitch'd, 
Are left to teil sad tales of woe; . 
For to the camp our lads must scamp, 
To guard us from our country's foe. 


But when the scowling wintry blast 
Hath stript the trees of all their bloom, 

We love sick maidens then are blest, 
Because it brings our lovers home. 

Then tents are struck and camps broke up, 

And drums and fifes go merrily, 

When horse and foot have got the route 
To march to winter- quarters free. 


When little Robin- red- breast hops 
Before the barn or stable door, 
And snow-clad deep are mountain's tops, 


And quails and snipes shot on the moor, 
Each soldier lad and his kind lass 


May sit them down to court a while, 
And as the merry moments pass, 


They soon forget their summer's toil. 
Here comes old Biddy, my Pat's aunt. 
Enter Biddy. 
Biddy. Have you ſeen his Honour, Ladies ? : 


F © Mia. 


1 24 

Nan. We have not been looking for him. * 

Biddy. Faith, I'Il engage that you think of nothing 

but love. | Ne: ; 

Peg. And were you never in love? 

Biddy. Aye was I, as often as I have teeth in my head. 

Peg. I cou'd never love but once. 

Biddy, Say, for ought you know, young woman. 

Peg. Were I to lole my Pat | : 

Biddy. You wou'd do what you cou'd to get ano- 
ther—its the way of us all—Lord help us! we're but 
frail veſſels—D1d you ſee his Honour? 

Nan, What do you want with his Honour ? 

Biddy. There's a French gentleman all in rags —— 

. Peg. Oh, you know that's the faſhion of his country. 

Biddy. Ah, poor ragged gentleman | He ſent me out 
with this pretty box to fell for a trifle to ſupport him 
Pray do open it, to oblige me and the poor ragged gen- 
tleman-—He ſays it will tell you ſomething of your 
ſweetheart. ; | 

Nan. To oblige my own curioſity. he opens). Oh, 
mercy ! [reading ), ** To my ſweet Nancy.” My dear 
Capt. Conſtant's hand !—Such a ſtratagem! Tere, here 
take this money nil 
q Biddy. Oh, poor ragged gentleman! he will. be fo 

— 

," 4 Upon my word, Miſs Nancy, you're very ge- 
nerous to your enemies; I would ſooner have given him 
a pelt on the ſconce with a broom-ſtick.—Come; Miſs 
Biddy, will you give your nephew | 

Biddy. Devil a teſter ! ; 

Peg. I ſuppoſe you'll give it to Spendthrift—they 
fay he's in love with you. 5 | 

Biddy. Oh, poor man! Do they fay ſo? 

Peg. They ſay he's going to marry, you, 

Biddy. Ah, poor man! I'm afraid they are joking you. 

Peg. Come now, old Miſs Biddy 

Biddy. Old Miſs Biddy! The devil's. old, and he 
not dead yet.— Old If I could ſee a woman growing 
younger, I wou'd bind myſelf apprentice to learn he 

trade. —A woman is never at her prime till ſhe? turn“ 
of ſeventy. | 45 : (Exit 

Nan. Oh, my dear Peggy, ſuch a ſtratagem! here's 
letter from my Captain Conſtant—{ Giuing tlie letter. 

Peg. (reading, ) ** Sweet Nancy, I am juſt. come 
6 aſFore.—In a few minutes I ſhall wait upon yo 

father in the character of a ragged. Frenchmen, -l ſend 


„ yo 


* 


— 3 
e you this notice, leſt your ſurpriſe ſhau'd cauſe a diſco- 
ing very. Accept this Kiſs which I imprint upon the 
te pots By and by, I hope to realize it upon your 

„ lips—till then adieu, | 


ad, e James ConstanT.” 
P. S. By the moſt whimſical chance in the world, I 1 
a met with Pat, who is alſo diſguiſed. = we 


Nan. There's a ſailor for you! | | 
mo- Peg. For me! Oh Lord, no, I'm for the ſoldier ! 


but „. 
NANCY. 
When first I thought to have a spouse, 
3 And now I think *tis just a year, 
try I knew not well what lad to chuse, 
: Til fame thus sounded in my ear, 
ES In love and wara British tar, 
m . Can beat the worid all thro' and thro” 
gen- Both French and Dutch can tell as much, 
your And $0 can Spaniards too. 
Cnos. In love and war, &c. 
Oh, My sailor courted, I look'd shy, 
dear You know all maidens do the like; 
here But such broadside he did let fly, 
In troth I thought twas best to strike. 
1 To-morrow morn I hope we'll sail, 
0 All under my dear Jem's convoy, 
To yon fair pile beneath the bell, 
Y ge- Where all our friends shall wish us joy. 
n him Cnon. In love and war, &c. 
Mi SCENE 11.—A CHAMBER. 


Mr. and Mrs. Renegade. 


—theyll Ren. I tell you it's in vain to talk! we never can 
| agree, In the firſt place, don't you hate the Dutch, 
becauſe I call them an induſtrious people 3 
Mrs. Ren. And don't you diſpiſe Mr. Surly, becauſe 
I call him good natured ? 
Ren. And don't you deteſt Mr. Pleaſeall? Don't you 
_ call the French a parcel of monkies becauſe I attempted 
to prove them heroes? Don't you hate what I love, and 
don't you love what 1 hate? —for inſtance, fince the 
hour I began to disregard your face and person, havent 
you paid double adoration to both ? 
Ts. Ren. Adoration! : 55 
Ren. Yes adoration! But what's your temple? The 
J looking glais. What's your deity? Not a grave one, 
but a painted image, | py 
; A 3 Mrs, Ren. 


; (: 6. Þ | 

Mrs, Ren. Scurvy wretch! you've worſhip'd that 
image before o.. 

Ren. Ves, but I've left oſſ my idolatry. 

Mrs, Ren. Well, but I ſay the child 

Ren. hild! What child? | | 

Mrs, Ren. Nancy, what elſe is ſhe but a child, when 
her mother am ſcarce old enough to be initiated into 
the ſtate of matrimony ? 

Ren. I with to the lord, you were to be initiated to- 
morrow, ſo as I might not be preſent at the ceremony. 
Mrs. Ren. I lay ſhe'll marry Mr. Surly to-morrow, 
Do you agree to that? | 
Ren. Yes, on condition that you agree to her marrying 
Mr. Pleaſeall to-night. | ef 
Mrs. Ren. Here ſhe comes, 
Enter NANCY. 
Nancy, my dear, do you wiſh to pleaſe me? 
Nan. To be ſure, mamma. 1 5 
Mr, Ren. That's my darling! and you'll marry Mr, 
Surly. : D 

Nan. Oh, but that would anger my papa! 

Mrs. Ren. So it wou'd: that's my jewel!—Her 
father's temper to a T. So you'll marry Mr. Pleaſeall ? 
| Nan. Oh, but that wou'd afront my mamma! 

Ren. Hey! hey! what the devil in this? Anger my 
papa! and afront my mamma! the mother's humour to a 
hair !—I wiſh you were in the bottom of the ſea. 

Mrs. Ren, Like your favourites.—You didn't hear 
What a fine pickle they are in? N | 

Ren. Pickle! they're neither pickl'd nor ſalted. 

Mrs. Ren. But I ſay they are, and pepper'd too—pro- 
perly diſh'd by Admiral Warren, and many of their lean 
carcaſes eat up by the fiſhes at Lochſwilly, ſo let it be 
your conlolation that I tell you ſo. . 

Ren. Oh yes, it is a conſolation that it's you that tell 
me, for it gives me ſome reaſon to hope it's not true. 

'A knocking at the door.) But we're interrupted my 

ove, N it for the preſent, and we'll play out the 


* 


game another time. 


Mrs. Ren. The game! 


Ren. Ves, ſay nothing to expoſe me before company, 
and I promile to indulge you With a whole day's ſcolding 


any other time you chuſe. 


pleaſe. 


Ren. 


Mr. Ren. A match! I can hold my tongue when J 


Daft ff 


[oe 


at 


(675 

Ren. You. can, can you? and why don't you, you 
panted Jezebel ? | Es | 

Mrs. Ren. Oh, you Baal Peor! you Bell and Dragon 
of the falſe prophets! do you ſpeak ſo to me ? 


| Enter PIEASEALL. p 
Ren. Oh, is it only you? Very well, I was wanting 
to ſee you. | | wy 
aac Dear fir, you know my delight is to pleaſe 
every body, and believe me there is not a perſon on earth 
for whom J have ſo great a regard, (bowing. } 
Mrs. R. Is there not indeed, fir? 
Pleaſet Dear madam, I beg a million of pardons—you 
only excepted, (running to her and boring. 
Ren. Don't you know ſhe hates Mr. Pleaſeall ? 
Pleaſe, Does ſhe indeed? {running to ham. ). 
Mrs. R. Well, if I do? 8 | 
Pleaſe. If you do! I muſt be the more aſſidious to 
remove your averſion, {fawning. } 8 
Nan. Very well, Mr. Pleaſeall, I ſuppoſe I'm not to 
be conſulted at all? | - | 
Pleaſe. Oh, by the Lord! that's true, deareſt charmer, 
. [Aneeling. 
Ren. You may fawmn upon them as you pleaſe, but 
I believe her fortune | | 
Pleaſe. Her fortune! oh by Jupiter! that's the main 
ſpring of of the watch! [kneeling between them and bowing 
alternately.) Dear ſir A eet madam— charming miſs, 
What the devil ſhall IJ do to pleaſe you all ? | | 


Ren. Get up! get up! pleaſe every; body! Alexander 


the Great conquer'd the world, but damn me, if I be- : 


lieve he ever thought of pleaſing every body. 
| Enter Bio D and CAPTAIN in Tags. 
Bid, Sir, here's the ragged gentleman I told you of. 
Ren. Servant, Monſieur, I've had your letter, I 
zhink your name is Monſieur. de la Frog. 
Capt. Yes, Monſieur de la Frog. | 


Pleaſe. Monſieur, I am. ſorry to ſee you in ſuch 
diſbabille. "0 l 


Capt. Oh, that's the glorious effects of the revolution; 


the more rags, the more honour, {fings.) _ 
Lom Payne ſays we're free like the birds in de air, 
But, by gar they have 3 but we muſt go bare. 


Bidd, Oh, poor ra entleman! Exit. 
Rev. Make un cor 


more welcome, 


Capt, 


comfortable, the more free: the 


| 
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Capt. Then me will make free enough, Ah, madam, 
permit a me de fraternal embrace, 

Nan. Keep your diſtance. /flyly.} 

Ren. Nancy, you need not be to ſhy. 

Nan. Needn't I, fir! Oh then Monſieur, /opening her 
arms. 

Capt. Oh, then madam, ( Hying to her arms.) 
Ren. Oh, damn it! hold! hold! that's too much 
Nancy has caught the flame, I think your letter ſays 
you can ſing, Monſieur ? _ 

Capt, Yes, I will give you a ſpecimen, 


SONG III. 


Two pretty turt es t'other day. 
In concert sat upon a spray; 
An arrow from it's case I drew, 
But drop't it when I thought on you. 


Court on, court on, sweet bird said I, 
For Nancy's sake you must not die ; 
You're in love, I'm a lover too, 
Their lives I spar'd sweet girl for you, 


With fluttering hearts the happy pair, 

On spreading pinions cut the air; 

When thro” the grove they bill and coo, 

T hey'il breath a prayer, sweet girl for you. 


Now view me well, with searching eyes, 
And you ll perceive thro' this disguise, 
Your long lost love so kind and true, 
Who never woo'd a mate but you, 


Ren. Very well, Monſieur very little of the French 
accent. He ſhall remain here and teach Nancy to ſing. 
Come, Monſieur, I want to talk to you privately, 
Pleaſeall, go with us—Nancy, lay out my favourite ſuit 
to air. To-morrow I mean to ſhine at your wedding. 

| : [Exit with PLEAsE. and Carr. 

Mrs. Ren. You're a pretty fſhiner, ſure enough. 
Nancy, my dear, you're the only comfort 1 have: but I 
wiſh you wou'd uſe me like a playmate or companion 
when we're in company with {trangers. But perhaps 
you ſee ſomething too matronly in my face? - 

Nan. No indeed, mamma, you're a perfect girl. 

Mrs. Ren. Am 1? (looking in a glaſs,) Why then, 
you may leave out the word mamma when we're m Com- 

any—and yet, my complexion may fail before your 
2 dies. | 
Nan. Dies! Is he going to die? 


Mrs, Ren. 


e 


-ench 
ſing. 
ately. 
e ſuit 
ding. 
Apr. 
ough. 
but I 
anion 


erhaps 


| then, 
Com- 
e your 


. Ren. 


J 
Mrs. Ren, I only ſpeak by way of ſuppoſition. So 
don't be alarm'd, di 5 1 : 28 : 

Nancy. Oh, no, as you only ſpeak by way of suppo- 
fition—and if it were really hes ende 1 ron = 
wou'd ſoon provide me with another. | 

Mrs. Ren. Indeed, my dear, I ſhou'd be ſorry to let 
you want any thing in my powerto procure you. How 
dearly ſhou'd I love this child were ſhe not my own; 
but it's a mortifying conſideration, that the more ſhe's 
coming into life, the nearer I'm going off the ſtage. 

| 1 [ Exit. 

Nan. Ha, ha, ha, I can't ſay but I have a pretty pair 
of parents. My father bids me marry Mr. Pleaſeall, m 
mother bids me marry Mr. Surly, and my own heart bids 
me marry Captain Conſtant—well—ſmce I can't pleaſe 
the old ones, I'll try to pleaſe the young ones. 


Enter PEGGY. 


law! 


Enter Cr TAIx and Par diſguiſed. 


Naney. Oh my, dear ſailor ! embracing. } 
Peggy. Oh my ſweet ſoldier! embracing. } 
ancy. How well you paſt upon my father. | 
Capt. I'll paſs better upon him yet. He's partial to 
French principles; but if L don't give him a ſurfeit, I'm 
miſtaken. 


Pat. You know my old ſtingy aunt keeps up the 


money left by my parents: —if I don't make her lay 
down the cola 3, | | 
Peggy. Have you ſet your mind upon't ? 
Pat. Yes, I have. p | 0 | 
Peggy. It's a pity, for you're ſure to be diſappointed. 
Pat; On tes I 2 will you 2 to 
marry me to-morrow ? | | 


Peggy. To-morrow!' Let me ſee—To-morrow! Oh, 
dear! no. 


nothing to do, I don't care if 

ha! ha! ha! | 
Pat. Ha! ha! ha! you're a droll laſs, ha! ha! hat 
Nancy. 8 you're my ſinging maſter let them 

hear us practiſe. A ab 
Capt. With all my heart, but you muſt all bear 


S. : 
Pat, Oh by all means, 


I marry you to night 


, 


SONG 


Peggy. Oh, here they are—two ſuch figures you never 


\ 


To-morrow- we'll be buſy, but as I have 


6 


SONG IV. 


Tho' France and Spain with wonted boast, 
Pretend to fright our native coast ; 
Adherents true to George our king, 

Your voices join and this we'll sing, 
Ere nature's hand our isle did form, 
Ere ocean's face did feel the storm, 
Great Jove had past this firm decree, 
Britannia's sons shall rule the sea. 
Cuon. Ere nature's hand, &c. 


Then fear my boys no foreign ſoe. | 
- While blest with strength and justice too; 

Our hearts shall catch that martial fire, 

Which once possest each British sire, 0 

Let the apostate sons of France, | Ve — 

Maintain that all things come by chance, © 

But we believe tis heaven's derece, 

That Britain's fleet shou'd rule the sea. 

Cuon. Ere natures haud, &c. 


Nancy. Bless me, I hear my mother coming. 

Capt. Vou know I'm teaching you to ſing. That 
ſhall be my excuſe. | 

Peggy. What ſhall I do with my pill doftor ?—I have 
it—pretend you have ſome medicine to improve her 
beauty—ſhe's the vaineſt | 

Nancy. Huſh, here ſhe comes. 


Enter MRS. RENEGADE, 


Mrs. Ren. What bawling was that I heard? oh, that 
fellow can never teach you to ſing. Oh, gracious? 
here's another of your father's tatterdemallions ! | 

Nancy. Madam, he's one of the greateſt phyſiogno- 
miſt 8 
Mrs. Ren. Nonſenſe! nonſenſe! ä Eee 
Nancy. Did you never ſee his advertiſements in the 
public prints? | 

Mrs. Ren. All ſtuff! ſuch a ſhabby fellow! 

Nancy. That's nothing, ma'am, he's in diſguiſe— 

Pat. (looking through an eye glaſs,) In the whole 
courle of my practice I never {aw luch a face! 

Mrs, Ren. What have you to ſay to my face 

Pat. Pleaſe to fit down, ma'am. / ſhe 6, Oz, ſuch 
features !—ſuch eyes!—ſuch cheeks !—{uch brows !— 
ſuch teeth !—l{uch a mouth !—-and what a noſe! It is a 
pity that your temper ſhou'd be ſuch a contraſt to your 

uty. 

Mrs, Ren, What do you mean? 5 


Pat. 


=. 


2 


1 . 

Pat. In your face and perſon you are an angel-—in 
your temper you are a fury. | ; 

Mrs. Ren. Now you have prov'd your ignorance : 
every body knews I'm too good natur'd, {between a 
laugh and a frown.) _ d 

Pat. But very eaſily affronted. 

Mrs. Ren. No, no, too much patience! that's been 
my ruin, (fretting. ) | | 

Pat, I cannot depart from my opinion. | 

Mrs. Ren! You all depart from my houſe then. 

Pat. Very well, madam, (going. 

Nancy. Do you hear, doctor, Lad me a bottle of the 
5 of beauty, and another of the reſtorative of 
youth. | 

Mrs. Ren. {attentzvely,) Are you a 
there can be no {ſuch medicine. | 

Nancy. La! ma'am, did not you read in newſpapers, - 
how his balſam of daiſies had render'd Mrs. Pimple's face 
as ſmooth as her looking-glaſs ? 

Mrs. Ren. Are you lure of that? . 

Nancy. Yes—and how his tincture of oyſters had 
reſtored Lady Ancient's youth ? 

Mrs, Ren. Aye, aye. 

Nancy. And tho? ſhe had made her will, ſhe has ſince 
revok'd it, and is upon the point of marriage with a 
gentleman of five and twenty. | 

Mrs. Ren. Nonſenſe! nonſenſe! go up ſtairs, and let 
the French gentleman give you a leſſon. 

Nancy. You know he can't teach me to hog. : 

Mrs. Ren. I know no ſuch matter - practice is the 
high way to perfection. Go up with them, Peggy, I 
don't like to truſt them alone. | 

Peggy. Won't it be as dangerous to leave you and the 
loftor, ma'am ? | 

Mrs. Ren. Get away this minute. {drives them off,) 
Now, doctor, have you really ſuch medicines? _ 

Pat. Oh, yes, madam. | | 

Mrs. Ren. Well, fir, if you bring me two or three 
bottles, with proper directions, I'll attend the child and 
ee them applied. | 
Pat. How old is the young lady ? 
Mrs. Ren. About eighteen. | | 
Pat, I hope you're particular, madam ; becauſe if we 
on't regard the patients age, the medicine can have no 


* 
Mrs, 


fool, Nancy,— 


| 612) 

Mys. Ren. Bleſs me, that's unfortunate. Caſide,) But, 
fir, (confuſed,) I've made a little bit of a nuſtake, the lady 
is rather above eight and thirty. 855 3 
Pat. A little bit of a miſtake! Egad, I think its a 
large lump of a miſtake ! No, no, ſhe cannot be that. 

Mrs. Ren. But, fir—the lady—that is, the lady I want 
it for, 1s rather above eight and thirty. 

Pat. No matter if ſhe were a hundred! I'Il go and 
prepare it, (going.) | 

Mrs. Ren. Dear fir, do. (greatly relieved.) 

Pat. (returning.) One thing more—I muſt examine 
the lady's features, ſo if you pleaſe to call her 

Mrs. Ren. Oh, dear! worſe and worſe! —Well, 
doctor, as you're a gentleman, I hope you can keep a 
ſecret, for, to ſay the truth, it is—it is—it i. (Hiding her Mr 

face) it is for myſelf. It may ſeem odd in a married lady, 


ut Mr. Renegade may not live for ever. 

Pat. It will be deviliſh odd if he does. 

Mrs, Reu. What time will it be proper to apply the 
meclicme ? | 5 

Pat. At bed time. 

Mrs. Ren. That's unlucky. Mr. Renegade may 
detect me—but I'll frame ſome excuſe for taking ſeperate 
beds. : 

Pat. And it's proper you ſhou'd, for tho? the reſto- 
rative medicine may prolong your life, it will have 
quite contrary effect A* your bedfellow. 

Mrs, Ren. Will it? oh then, I think we'll not take 
ſe parate beds at all—it wou'd make people talk. Will 
it be neceſlary to obſerve any particular regimen ? 

Pat. Not in your diet, but in your temper you muſt 

Mrs. Ren. In my temper! | 
Pat. Yes, for inſtance, let the provocation be ever la 

great, you muſt not allow e be in a paſſion. 

Mrs. Ren. Bleſs me! That's very hard. 

Pat. For paſſion, or whatever ruffles the temper, tea 
the health to rags, deſtroys the complexion, dries up th 
vital ſprings, and cuts off ſeveral years of a perſons life 
So, madam, be careful and you ſhall ſee a glorious alter 
ation. | 

Mrs. Ren. And be you ſecret, and you ſhall receive 
handſome reward. When you bring it, ſay it is a cufppe 
for the tooth- ache: for tho? I ſhou'd like that every body} P 
ſhou'd ſee the effect, I ſhou'd be ſorry that any perſoſ P 
ſhoy'd judge the cauſe. | _ 

| SONJA. 


rene 


y OL 


x3 


Rl, AR a. 


« 3 


„ 


SONG V. 
5 AlR——©© THIS IS NO Mr. 0 
5 8 Pat, By my advice if you'll be led, 5 
0 To rub and scrub away, | 
want Three times before you go to bed, 


And three times through the day; 


and When in the glass yow'll throw you eye, 
So much improv*d you'll be, : 
That with surprise you'll stare and cry, 
i O! dear! what*s this I see ! | 
mine Oh dear! what's this I see, you'll cry, 
Oh dear what's this I see! y 
That with surprise you'll stare and cry, 
ha, Oh this is not me. 
ng her Mr R. If youll make good what you pretend, 
| lady, As sure I hope you will, 


In me you'll find a constant friend, 
Who can your pockets fill; 
When on the purse you'll fix your eye, 
ly theſ So much oferjoy'd you'll be, | 
That with surprise you'll stare and cry, 
Oh what a swinging fee! 


Oh what a swinging fee you'll cry, 
icons, Oh what aswinging fee! 
eperate That with surpri se you'll stare and cry, 
? Is all this gold for me ? 
2 reſto- | F< SpUS Fo 
have ACT II. — SCENE -A CHAMBER. 
ot take] Nancy, Captain, and Pat, 


Wil Nancy. Ha! ha ha! I ſhall laugh till I die. N 
Capt. Oh, don't, my dear, or I muſt cry till I bring 


) 
u muſtYjou to life again. 
Nancy. She's been rubbing and ſcrubbing her face, 
e ever nd laying on the reſtorative water. | 
Bon. Capt, Where's the old gentleman's favourite ſuit ? 


Nancy. Do you really mean to wear it ? = 
per, tea Capt, I do indeed. 
es up th Peggy. Lord! he'll make ſuch a rumpus” 
ſons life} Capt. That's what I wiſh, [takes the cloaths,) You 
ous alterhall ſee me when I'm dreſt | Exit. 
Nancy. Peggy, I'm going to ſee my mother. | Exit. 
receive Peggy. Pat, didn't you ſay you were going to look for 
is a curÞpendthrift, your old aunt's n 
very body Pat. 1 to aſſiſt me in my deſign. 
ny perſof Peggy. If you ſhou'd meet old father Bindfaſt, you 
Feed not ſpeak about our marriage, unleſs—you like. 
SON Fac. Indeed but I will, my darling. ; | 
= | B SONG 
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SONG VI 
Pa; Oh, were I a king of all the world, 
| led wed my pretty Highland girl. 
Peggy. And were | fair as yon white swan, 
Id love my faithful Irichman. 
Pat, My witty, pretty Highland girl. 
Peggy. My faithful handsome lrishman. | 
Pat. Tho“ war shou'd rage and tempests hurl, 
Peggy. We'll love and do the best we Can. 
Cuon. My witty &c. . 


Pat. Since our good king has rais'd my pay, 
17 dress my girl so smart and gay. 
Peggy, And when the priest the grace has said, 
1*1! wash your cloaths and make your bed. 
Pat. When ratling drums with row, dow, dow, 
Hath warn'd the soldiers when to go 
Peggy. leIl pack my cloaths and brace my heart, 
Instead of chaise |*11l mount the cart. 
Cuok. Oh, my witty, &c. 


Pat. When our intestine jars are o'er, 
Peggy. Ard peace has blest our native shore, 
Pat. A pension large in guineas hard, 
Peggy. Shall be my soldiers just reward; 
Pat. We'll rent some cabin neat and clean 
Peggy. Surrounded by a yard and green 
Pat. Irdustrious toil shall save our health, 
Peggy. And love and young ones — our wealth. 
Cnon. My witty, &c, "os 


SCENE 


Enter Dick SPENDTHRIFT, ſinging. 
e Still drunk at night and dry in the morning.“ 


don't think I'm quite ſober yet,—No—I'm going 
have a melancholy fit -Come out here, my poc 


almanack. (takes out a little bottle.) 
SONG VII. 


Air“ DUNCAN DAVISON.” . 


Whar care I what people think, 
Whene'er I can 1'i! take a dram, _. 
What is life without a drink, (drinks, 
Lord, what a thirsty soul I am! 
We'll keep it up and take a sip, 
In honour of fair Dublin town; 
On such a toast I'd spare no cost, 
Tho' every noggin were a crown. 


The farmer when he's plagued with drought, 
=; You'l! often hear him pray for raili-— 
N What shall I do to moist my mouth? 5 
I think I'll even drink again. (drinks, 


ot —— 4 — 


inks, 


=o 
In Dublin town we've whisky stout, 
| Fine ale to drink when you are dry 
Oh, blood and turf! the cork is out, : 
I'd betterdrink it ere it die. (drinks... BED 
Thou God of drink, grant me this wish, 
(If auch ajolly God there be,) 
Convert poor Dicky to a fish, | 
And then to whiskie turn the sea. 
Oh, to be sure then I'll drink deep, 
Nor sco-es nor duns shall give me pain, 
For when I'm d1unk 11] take asleep, 
And when I'm fresh Ill to't again. 
Cuor, We'll keep it up, &c. 


Enter Par. 


Pat. How do you do, Mr. Spendthrift ? 

Dicky. What's that to you ?—I don't know you.—. 
Oh blood and turf! Pat ! What the devil are you doing 
in that crow coloured garment ? | | 

Pat. Mr. Spendthrift, 1 know you're a man of 
honeſty —— 1 

Dicky. And ſobriety. | 

Pat. Or I would not truſt you. Do you know that 
I behaved ſo well in the expedition with Lord Corn- 
wallis, that I'm made a captain ? 

Dicky. Oh, tunder — 'ounds! Will you have a 
mouthful ? Oh, bad luck, I've left none in the bottle, 
(turning uß the bottom.) | | 

Pat. Beſides I've made two or three brace of thou- 
ſands by plunder. Spd 
 Dicky. Oh, by the powers, we ſhall have a toothful.— 
But why ſo ſhabby ? SH 

Pat. Ha! ha! ha! I have a bit of a joke to put upon 
my aunt—will you aſſiſt me? 

Ducky. Blood and turf! ſhe and I are always joking— 
we play like pup and kitten. | 

Pat. I'm going to apply to her as if I were a deſerter 
—if ſhe gives me no relief in my ſuppos'd diſtreſs, I'll 
make my will in favour of another, | | 

Dicky. Blood alive ! | | 

Pat. But if ſhe relieves me, I'll put all my effects into 
her hands, till the war is over. | 

Dicky. Oh, by the powers, we muſt have a toothful ! 

Pat. Andif any accident ſhou'd happen 

Ducky. We ſhall have a mouthful, 

Pat. Some other time. I know your honeſty. 


| Dicky, And ſobriety. | 


Pat. 


Pat. You won't ſpoil the jeſt by ſpeaking. of it? 
 Dickhy. Is it myſelf ?—By the hocus, I wou'd rather 
keep a twelvemonths lent from whiſkie, | 

Pat. Farewell, then. SI Exit, 

Dicky. May the bleſſing——what the devil is he 
gone? Made a captain Two or three brace of thou- 
fands !—]'ll tell his aunt and marry her; and if he gets a 
ball in his jaw, to cure the tooth-ache, by the law, Dicky, 
you ſhall have many a hearty mouthful, 4 We'll keep 
it up, &c.“ | | 2.6 


SCENE—A CHAMBER, 
Mr. and Mrs. RENEGADE. 


Mr. Ren. Toll, loll, loll !—Huzza !\—-My uncle is 
dead, and left me his heir. The Phoenix and Happy 
Return, two fine ſhips, richly laden, on their way home, 
are a part of my property,—Huzza !—Why don't you 
give three cheers, my old girl ? | 

Mrs. Ren. Old girl ! you unmannerly hottentot. 

Mr. Ren. Well, young granny then, Nancy ſhall be 
married to-morrow, to Pleaſeall. 2855 

Mrs. Ren. I ſay ſhe ſhan't. | 

Mr. Ren. I ſay ſhe ſhall. | 

Mrs. Ren. I tell you, Mr. Renegade——Oh, lord! 1 
with I durſt be in a paſſion—I never found myſelf more 
inclin'd to abuſe him—I'Il play off all my dry ſneers, to 
ruffle his temper, (aſde.) 

Mr. Ren. You ſeem thoughtful, my love? 

Mrs. Ren. Thinking of my grandfather's death, 

Mr. Ren. Your grandfather !—Ha! ha! ha! he muſt 
have been a pretty old gentleman, | 
. Mrs, Ren. Yes very near as pretty and as old as 

yourſelf. 5 

Mr. Ren. I underſtand you.-]I'm five and forty, 
and I pray heaven, that neither you nor any of your 
damn'd family may ever arrive at ſuch a misfortune, 

Mrs. Ren. Very well !—“ Paſhon dries up the vital 
ſprings, and cuts off ſeveral years,“ ſays the doctor. 
_ him cut and dry away. Tho' J loſt the man of my 
choice 

Mr. Ren. The man of your choice !-—Zounds ! 

Mrs, Ren. That's glorious ! he has cut offat leaſt two 
or three weeks in that fit, I'II keep him on with it. 


(afede, 
Mr. Ren, We ſhall have ſeparate beds ? 
| | Mrs. 


| 
t 
? 
1 


ord! 1 
f more 
ers, to 


* muſt 
old as 
forty, 


eaſt two 
with it. 


( afede.) 
| Mrs. 
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Mrs Ren. No ſuch thing, my deary. - 
Mr. Ren. Silly, conceited woman! you're not half 


| fo handſome as your vanity makes you believe. 


Mrs. Ren. Oh, I dare fay not—and yet, homely as I 
am,who knows but time may improve my ſmall ſtock of 
beauty. Perhaps time may improve your's too, (pointing 
to has face,) Ha! ha! ha!—Now, my Gary: wou'dn't. 

ou be very much ſurpris'd to fee a wonderful alteration 
in my complexion and features ? 


Mr Ren. I'll try to ſee a wonderful alteration in your 


_condu6t;-: 4 > 


Mrs. Ren. You'll need to put on your ſpectacles, ere 
you ſee that, my deary, : 
Mr, Ren, I'll wor” put on my authority—I'Il make 


you as obedient as a ſpaniel. 


Mrs. Ren. A ſpaniel !—Oh, lord! that I durſt be in 
a paſſion : (ſmothering her rage, ) 1 ſay you're an ill-bred, 
hair-brain'd, tyrannical ut I'm uot in a paſhon— 
Oh, lord! I was very near it though, (aſide.) | 

Mr. Ren. Very well !—fince you have lo freely told 
me what I am, I'll uſe as little reſerve :!-—-You are a vain, 
conceited, ridiculous half-witted, not handſome, wou'd- 
be-young, old coquette— | | X 

Mrs. Ren. Wou'd be young! old coquette! I'll be 
hang'd if I don't ſacrifice my health, my life, nay, even 
my complexion and beauty :—Oh, you ingrateful, in- 
human monſter } Oh, that I had you once more kneeling 
at my feet, begging, praying and entreating—but you're 
paſt that, - however the firſt that comes * 

Ren. Shall be welcome, I dare ſay. 

Mrs. R. You may ſay it. 


Enter Nancy, 


Nan. Oh, mercy ! Are you at it again ? 
Ren. Oh, yes, you find us at our daily labour. 
Mrs. R.. Your father has a heart of flint, 
Ren. And your mother a bolom of ſteel. | 
Nan. And, as I happen to be gun-powder, while you 
emit your ſparks, don't be ſurpriſed if I ſhould go off. 
Gon . 
Ren. Stay, Nancy, — Have you air'd my favorite 1 P 
Nan. Your friend Monſieur La Frog, has done that, 
Ren. There now, Mrs. Renegade, where would you 
meet with ſo much civilityamong our own countrymen ? 
But it is all the effects of liberty,-No pride, no diſ- 
tinction: all friendſhip * equality. N 


Enter 
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Enter Car TAIx drefſed. 
Capt. How you do, Monfieur ? Me be very proud 
to ſee you in good health, 

Ren. (Staring at him. ) That may be, but damn. me, 
if I'm very proud to ſee you in that good ſuit. 

Capt. Pardon me, 1 take a de liberty 

Ren. More fiee than welcome. 

Mrs. R. You know it's French liberty. | 
Man. Oh, La! ma'am, is it French liberty, to _ 

what does not belong to one's ſelf ? 
Mrs. R. Indeed is it, my dear, the poor king of 45 
dinia and many others can teſtify that. 

Capt. Monſieur, you'll obſerve when I took the in- 
ventory of your houſe 

Ren. Did you ? 

Capt. Yes, and J will ſpeak to my two good friends, 
Monfieur La Maigre, and Citizen De La vowel, and 
1 we divide your eſtate 

Indeed! 

Car apt. You ſhall have von equal ſhare. 

Ren, Damnation ! 

Capt. Diable! Monſieur, vat yon daran ade nation for ? 
Mew eak a de lady. By gar! madam, you be ver pretty. 

Ren. — you'll divide my wife among you too! 

Capt. Oh, yes, among brother Citzzens every thing 
/ ſhould be common. 

Ren. Oh, ſhe'll ſoon be that, at dealt, the hinted: as 
much to me; didn't you my de 

Mrs. R. Is Citizen De La Mort Ba handſome7 

Capt. Ver handſome, he'll court you madam. 

Mrs, R. I'm ſure he ſhall be welcome. 

Capt. Ah, madam, can I believe you ? 

Ren, Oh, yes, you may, I'll engage for her. 

Capt. Madam, your hand have de colour of de lillie, 
and your cheek de colour of de roſe, let me try if dey 
have de fame taſte too,—(Offering to hiſs her.) 

Ren. What the devil! kiſs my wife before my face! 
though I don't care a pin for her myſelſ.—get out you 
ſcoundrel. (puſhing him away.) 

oe. Aha, if dat is dat, dis is dis, —ſa, fa, fa..| Fencing 

Damn you, but I'll faw you, and hew you too. 
[ Fencing with kts cant 
Enter PE with & broom. 
| Peggy. Oh, mercy! they'll hurt one another. 

Hold, hold ! "Bir; leave him to me. 

[A iam battle between the Carr, —_— 
e, 


—_— 


e Uilie, 
if dey 


y face 


but you 


Fencing 
Ou too. 
his cane 


—— —- 


and her. 
Ren, 


1 | 
Ren. (Sitting don) Well done, Peggy well done! 
At him again.— That's my girl; huzza ! (te drives him 
of ) damme! but ſhe has beat him !—Oh, what need we 
raiſe any more men ? our very women can beat them. 
Oh, here's the paper, ks 6 

Enter Servant with paper. 

Let me ſee, (reads.) . Yeſterday his majeſty that's 
no news, — will pals over that (1eads) © Houte of Com- 
mons, —Pſhaw ! nothing in the prints! quite barren ! 
why don't they give us ſome news? No battles, no cap- 
tures—Hold, hold; here's ſomething, (reads.) *Captur'd 
by the Elizabeth Fatbottom of Amſterdam.” -I thought 
ſo— Theſe Dutch are develiſh clever fellows! always 
upon the look out—and why ſhou'dn't they? ¶ putting 
on has ſpectacles. ) Let me ſee, captur'd by the Elizabeth 
Flatbottom of Amſterdam, the Phacnix and Happy 
Return, from Jamnation!- my own two ſhips! 
Oh, thoſe Dutch are a damn'd ſet of pirates! Oh curſe 
their flat bottom and my flat head. Oh, my flat top and 
their flat Botton. oo, 
raving, and ſtamping with both his hands upon has head. 
Enter BOTHRERWEII, O'TRApDLE, BRISTLE, 

STICHIM, PLOWELL, PLEASEALL, TROWELL, Sc. 

O'Trad. Arra, now Mr. Renegade if we join the 
French, what ſhall be our reward? | 

Ren. Damnation! get out of the way. 6 

O*Trad. Awaugh ! his honour's in a paſhon. 

Briſtle. Botheration to him that cares for his paſſion. 

Stztch, Let us go home again. 7 

Bother. Oh fie, gentlemen ! gentlemen ! 

O Trad. Gentlemen! is it blarney you're 
upon us P If I join the French, what commi 
you give me? 

Bother, A captain's commiſſion, x AT 

Briſtle. Blood and turf ! he a captain and myſelf but 
a Lieutenant ! ſhall I ſerve under him ? F 

Stitch, And what am 1 but an enſign. By the holy, 
ho' I can't read, I'll fight as well as the beſt of you. 
ſtriking the table. | | 

Briſtle. Arra be eaſy, or bad luck to me but I'll make 
You fore. 

Stitch, Is it yourſelf or your granny wou'd do it ? 

O0*Trad, Arra, now ſhut. that potatoe trap of pn 
YT murderation to me but I'll ſend my fiſt a little bit of a 
ourney down your throat, Es”; 

| | ED Bother, 


[ Exit, 


i 
t 


utting 
Bon do 


5 Sooty Bag, the 3 ſweep, to be Lord Mont 


lord—Didnt he give me three noggans for my vote. 
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Bother. Oh ſie, gentlemen, you'll be equal. 7. nW 
Briſtle. When we're equal, I'll maks no mann Ahe. , 
Stich. Bad luck to me if I draw afiotlier ſtitch. 
Trowel. Is it game you're making and who is to 
build houſes 
Plowell. Won't you my gay, e een to me 
if I wou'd not cut my horſes? throats before I wou'd 
low en 
Shuttle. And I wou'd dern my 1oom 1 
Bother. Mr. Pleaſeall, do you ſee theſe fools, and they 
have the impudence to expect commiſſions too. Flatter 
them they're ſo manyſteps in the ladder of our preferracnt, 
Pleaſeall. Mere beaſts of burthen. 
Both. When they've lent their backs to carry our gol 
don harveſt home, let them chew the ſtraw, ins 
Pleafeall. And we'll eat the bread. : 
Both. Gentlemen, good night. 
Briſtle. Not fo faſt my wn not I to have the 
eſtate of many bogs? 
O. Trad. Is it yourſelf? By my foul you myſt, wait 
till I try on my coffin firſt, _ 
Briſtl. Botheration! are not you to have the eſtate of 
Mont Charles. 
Stitch. By my ſoul you did'nt gueſs it—Is not Mr. 


— 3h 


Charles. 
Plowell. He wou'd be a blackguard lord— 
Spend. You he, you thieves, he'll be a very good 


Bother. Come, my friends, follow me. Exit. 
SCENE—A ROOM IN © BIDDY's 


Bippy and Dicxy SPENDTHRIFT. 
Dicky. Biddy, my love, were fortune to rain do 
two or three brace of thouſands upon you, wou'd. it 
ne your affection for your own dear AY Spend bn 
thrift | 
Biddy. Oh, you flattering rogue! you deceiver o 
virgins, I wiſh 1 had a million for your ſake. | 
Dicky. Swear to love me, and I'll tell you a ſecret. 
3 What ſhall I ſwear by? 
Bid. By this kiſs, (King her.) 
Yes, and by that kiſs, (kiffing him.) 
Dich, Oh, iweet ! ſweet ! Let us repeat it. By thi la 
and by that. (kiffing her twice.) : 


Biddy, Yes, and by d that and by this, (kifing twice | ” 
cn 


* 
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"NY Dicky. Now, you're nephews tuned. 
„es. Biddy. Let him be hang'd. . 
8 Dicky. He's made a captain—— - 


s to''l Biddy, Of the dog troop. | Vos 
| 2 Dicky, He's worth two or three thouſand—— 
» me Biddy. Laſhes upon the back. | 
ou'd  Dicky. He's coming to you in the character of a 
Adeſerter. I gave him my word not to ſpeak of it, ſo I'll 
© ſvhiſper it in your ear: (whypers.) Now, mind your eye, 
they be kind to him, and if he dies, all ſhall be your o | 
latter then we ſhall have many a mouthful, 
ment, | Enter Par. 
| . Dicky. Bruſh up—1 did not ſpeak a whiſt— 
r gol- Pat. I dare ſay not. I know your honeſty. _ 
oy. Dicky. And ſobriety—Farewell—Make haſte, and we 
ſhall have a toothful. [ Exit. 
vie Pat. My dear aunt, if a poor deſert . 
ve the Biddy. Oh, my ſweet lamb ! | 
I Pat. Had 1 returned with a captain's commiſſion ?.— 
ſt wait Biddy. Oh, my ſweet lamb! 
I Pat! Or had Iengroſfs'd two or three brace of thouſands 
ſtate ofſpy plunder pe Wu | 
| Biddy. Oh, my ſweet lamb ! | 
ot Mr. Pat. I ſhou'd ſoon promote a marriage between ſome- 
Mont ſhody I know and Mr. Spendthrift. 
Biddy. Oh, my ſweet! ſweet ſweet lamb! (embracing 
im eagerly.) | | 
ry good Pat. But I know not where to borrow a ſingle teſter, 
ote. Biddy. Oh, my ſweet lamb! I'll lend you. — Here 
Exit. ke theſe five bank notes, for five guineas each. I al- 
Nays concealed them in my prayer book, for I knew 


r one of the rogues would look for them there. 
iS Pat. But I can never IN. you: To be ſure I can 
Mb 4 ut a few papers in your hands. 
ge 5 Biddy. That muſt be the two or three brace of Thou- 
y Spendſnds; (Afide.) Oh, my ſweet lamb ! | 
7's Pat. Here, aunt, take this pocket-book,. but don't 
CELVET "pen it till you go home, and you'll perhaps find ſome- 
ung to ſurpriſe you, | 
ſecret. I Biddy. That muſt be his laſt will now let the raſcal 
e when he pleaſes; / Aſide.) Oh, my ſweet lamb ! 
Pat, Open the book when you chooſe, you'll find 
| thing but ſome of your own damn'd ſcrawls, refuſing 
. By UW end me any aſſiſtance.--( Aſide. 3; : <6} ud 
5 Biddy, Adieu Oh, my ſweet lamb ! | [ Exit. 
g bie. Pat. Ha, ha! I ſhall go and make them laugh at 
Ph my ſweet, ſweet lamb.—(mimicking. } Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE—CHAMBER IN RENECADE'S/Hovusr, 
Enter Nancy, PEzccy and Par. 

Peg. And ſo you've got the money. 

Pat. Oh, yes, my ſweet lamb ;—Ha, ha, ha! 

Nan. Here comes that wretch Pleaſeall. 

| Enter PLEASEALL. | 

Pleaſ. Come, come, Miſs Nancy, every thing is ready 
for the wedding. | 

Nan, No, there's one thing wanting. 

Pleaſ. What's that ? | | 

Nan. A bride, | | 
Pleaſ. Ha, ha, ha! —And who's this? 

Peg. This is the celebrated Doctor Wiggibus. 

Pleaſ. Doctor Wiggibus your humble 

Pat. Your moſt devoted (Takes off both hat and 
wig.) Oh, confound it! I have taken off both hat and 
wig together! 55 N 

Pleaſ. Ha, ha, Pat, what means this diſguiſe? 

Pat. Mourning, fir ;--poor Captain Conſtant coming 
into Lochſwilly, received a ball between wind and water 
—>{0 to the bottomꝛqꝗq ũ | 

Pleaſ. Indeed !—Now, madam, I hope you won't de- 
lay our marriage any longer. . 

Nan. You delay it yourſelf, Sir, you know my 
father's ſentiments and mine are quite oppoſite, and yet 
you eſpouſe his. N | 

Pleas. Lord, ma'am, you know I wiſh to pleaſe every 
body; but if it gives you pleaſure, I'll let you hear me 
abuſe him a little, as he's not preſent. | 

Enter RENEGADE behind. 

Nan. To be ſure it would pleaſe me. 

Pleaſ. Upon my ſoul then, madam, I always took 
your father to be, a queer kind of a what you may call 
whimſical mortal, whoſe politics are not only ridiculous, 
but very dangerous; and I would tell him ſo if he ſtood 
before my face. 1 

Ren. (Taking him by the two ears) No, you rogue, he 
ſtands behind your back. | 

Pleaſ. (Looking over his ſhoulder.) How do you do 
Mr. Renegade ? | | 

Ren. Nothing the better for you, Mr. Hypocrite. 

Pleaſ. I,—I,—-I,—upon my word, had no intention 
to affront you; what I ſaid was merely to oblige the 
lady ; now if ſhe would be kind enough to retire 
little, I would ſay as much againſt her to oblige you. 

Ren. No, no, Sir, I'm done with you.—Oh, that 
Capt. Conſtant were here, he ſhould have my W 
| | ea 
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Pleaſ. I ſhould give him her hand 
Ren. You? I ſhould give it, Sir. 
Enter Captain ConsTANT. 
Capt. Gentlemen, I take you at your 5 
Ren, You, Captain Conſtant! 
Nan, Yes, indeed, papa, he's my Captain. 
0 Well, take her; but the Elizabeth flat bottom 
apt. Took your two ſhips; but I have captured th: 


| Elie eth, and recaptur'd your two ſhips. 


Ren. Have you? Toll loll, loll ; where are you Mrs. 
Renegade ? [Enter Mrs, REXEGADE. 

Mrs. Ren. Mr. Renegade is it not a hard affair that I 
muſk be diſturbed I was applying a balſam for 
the tooth- ache. 

Ren. There's a cure. there s Nancy's huſband, 

Mrs. Ren. What, wou'd you wu your daughter to 
a Frenchman ? 

Ren. No, but you would ive my wife to a French- 
man, is Citizen La Mort — my deary? But 
come 1 forgive you, kiſs me; — What the devil is this 
you have been waſhing your face with? Faugh? I'lllay 
its ſome of that damn'd ſtuff you had in the bottle at the 
head of the bed. 

Mrs. Ren. Did you ſee that bottle? 

Ren. See it ? by George: I took a large 8 of it. 

Mrs. Ren. Oh, oh, oh! 

Ren. My dear, 1 hope there was no 

Mrs. Ren. Oh, it was my tincture o 
live long enough now it's all over! 


Ren. All over! Oh, don't ſay ſo, I feel no bad ſymp- 


iſon. 


oyſters—he may 


toms— l won't die. 


Mrs. Ren. I'm ſorry for it. 

Ren. Oh, don't be ſorry, there's no 8 | 

Mrs. Ren. Such an accident Oh, Doctor, Doctor! 
Ren. I tell you there's no occaſion for a Doctor. 
Mrs. Ren. Such a loſs—ſuch a misfortune. 


Ren, My ſweet angel! By the Lord, I never knew 
the ſtrength of her affection till now; come to my arms, 
and from this da 

Mrs. Ren. Keep your diſtance, Sir. 

Ren. Oh, then, there muſt have been poiſon, 

Pat. Don't be alarmed, I made up the medicine for 
the lady's face. | 

Ren. The lady's face ! 1 Oho, 1 underſtand you're a 
beauty doctor, and have been employed to patch up 
old Phiſiognomy. 

Mrs, Ren, And are you not a | Dottor ? 


Pat. 
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Pat. No, mam. . 
Mrs. Ren. So Nancy was an accomplice.. . ”. 
Nancy. Pardon me, mamma, your own vanity wag 
his accomplice: for the future learn to know that 3 
merry heart and a ſmiling countenance are the beſt pre 
{ervatives of beauty. 

Enter Dicxy SPENDTHRIFT and Bippr. 
| Biddy. Where's that cursed villam ? *' . 
| Dick, Softly, my dear, or they'll know Yew ve been 
taking a mouthful. 

Buddy, Where's the ſcoundrel with his two or thre 
brace of thouſands 

Pat. Here I am—Oh. my ſweet lamb! 

Biddy. You rogue, there was nothing in the pocket 
book, but a few of my own letters—Give me my notes 

2. L'Il keep them to raiſe recruits. 

C apt. And that you may command them—I'II buy 

you a commiſſion. 

Pat. Sir, for your intended ts, let my ſutun 
condu 

Capt. Be like your firſt, and I'm md; 
[| Dich. Biddy, this day we'll wed, 
i | Biddy. Oh, merciful god of 8 long look! 
| 1 come at laſt? 


—— — 2 


K | Enter 1 

Wh Capt. What news now ? 

. Yeo. Good news! Admiral Warren has beat th 
14 - French at Lochiwilly. 

1 Ren. Then we're all one again. | 
1 Capt. To be ſure we are Is not England, Ireland 
| | Scotland and Wales like one large family under ol 


head, who is the father of us all. 
Ren. So they are and may the chord of amity, whic 

© binds us to each other, prove a halter to him who woul 
attempt to cut it, 


FINALE. 


God bless great George our sovereign King, 
Our laws and constitution, 
And may our navy ever reign, 
Victorious on the ocean; 
Proud Gallia's sons for Erin bound, 
May seas and tempests scatter, 
And may they ne'er touch Irish ground | : 
But what's beneath the water.“ £ 
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